180              To Sir Edward Walpole             [i?69
writer.   I am not acquainted with either Mclean's style or parts.   In short, you see I have told you what I don't know.
Yours ever,
H. W. Elegy7 To the memory of Mary Lady Hervey
designed for her monument erected by her son, George Earl of Bristol.
Awhile 0!  linger, sacred Shade,
Till every solemn due be paid ;
The tears from filial Love that flow,
The sighs that Friendship long must know.
But ah! within this narrow space How each engaging Virtue trace? How shall each sweetness be defin'd, That graced thy form or blest thy mind?
Charms that in youth attractive shone, Glow'd ripe in their meridian sun; And spite of ruthless winter's rage, Melted into becoming age.
Knowledge matured the fruits of Sense, Nor shook the bloom of diffidence; So silent and so modest too, As tasting but what others knew.
Proud of humility the Sage In thy unvarying temper's page Or saw, or might have deigned to see The beauties of propriety.
7 The elegy had been composed in 1768); the copy, in Horace Walpole's the previous November (see Short handwriting,accompanied the letter. Notes of my Life, tinder Nov. 18,g'd humble Servant
